poor devil3 lack routine, and if ideas do not conie to me
of themselves, I cannot make them. A pleasant state of
things this ! and what is worse, there is no chance of help-
ing myself in any other way. All is shut and locked against
me. Work alone is to help me, but who is to help me to
the possibility of work ? I have evidently too little of what
you have too much . . . The last act of this child of sorrow
is now on the verge of the " to be or not to be ; " a slight
pressure of some spring of the vulgar fate, at whose mercy
I am, might kill this child at the very moment of its birth.
Everything with me depends now on the turning of a
hand; there may be a way and there may be a complete
stoppage, for I, my Franz, am in a bad way.
I have heard nothing for a long time of any of my
friends : they probably think I am very happy in my dear
Switzerland, in this splendid solitude, in the joy of corn-
posing, forgetful of all the world. I am not angry with
them because they make themselves such illusions. If they
only knew that I had to threaten violence in order to get
out of you the Dante symphony dedicated to me, they
might draw further conclusions from this fact. What do
you say to that ? I have, after all, arrived at Dante, of
which I did not wish to speak to-day, because I love it
too much to involve it in my present mood. Let me tell
you, however, that we had better keep the dedication,
written in my copy, to ourselves. I at least shall not men-
tion it to a soul. Your words have positively made me
blush, you may believe me. I cannot tell you too often
how miserably weak I feel as a musician. I know, in the
depth of my heart, that I am an absolute blunderer. You
ought to watch me when I am at it; now thinking " it
must do after all," then going to the piano to puzzle out
some wretched rubbish, and giving it up again in a state
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